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Glenway Wescott 



You and I, man and maid, 
Together form 
Procession or cavalcade 
Minute as a worm. 

Prisoners to each other, 
And to these even less kind — 
The bottomless beauty of body, 
The bottomless pomp of mind. 

And perpetually discontent, 
We eye the crows, 
Or watch the weasel where it went, 
Or hail the wind that blows. 

to l. s. 



O you 

Wing-of-the-wind, 

Why do you chant 

Ree, ree, with the mourning-dove, 

And dee, dee, with the male gannet- 

When you may live forever 

In the fray of her feathers, 

And in the tumult of the dark wave 

Where he pillows 

In all weathers? 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

ii 

Why the perpetual sway 

Of the air? 

Why the rift of the heaven 

Into light and dark, 

Into black and white of division? 

Women are deeper than sound. 
They are the storm, which continues 
In quiet, in peace, in sunshine, 
Healing and building 
In the air the airy sinews. 

THE POET AT NIGHT-FALL 

I see no equivalents 
For that which I see, 
Among words. 

And sounds are nowhere repeated, 
Vowel for vocal wind 
Or shaking leaf. 

Ah me, beauty does not enclose life, 
But blows through it — 
Like that idea, the wind, 

Which is unseen and useless, 
Even superseded upon 
The scarred sea; 
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